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at the last Wirthshaus before we came over the Oolfosco
Alp, he was on foot till six o'clock in the evening, having
been from mid-day more or less in the rain, and the last
three hours a drenching one, without an umbrella. Arrived
at the priest's house, the old man in his dripping clothes
(angry with us if we alluded to his state, his hands, which I
touched, being icy cold), actually sat for two hours, fortunately
in the hot stube of the priest, the thermometer outside being
nearly at freezing point. He joked, told stories, ate a good
dinner, and was up at five o'clock next morning, ready to
start in his still moist and damp garments. Hear this,
you chamberlains of the Courts of Germany, and imitate,
if you can, your brother! This evening, however, he
was grateful for the carriage the last two miles. But
since his arrival he has quite rallied; has eaten a capital
supper of soup, forellen, ham, and pancake, and is now
in bed, not, however, before he told us several good
jokes.

" If I speak thus of Von Buch, it is only to show his
unconquerable spirit and his play of soul. During his
morning walk, and when full of pain and spasm, he would
every now and then give us a nice little chapter on dolo-
mites and many other things therewith connected."

These " little chapters " sometimes led to lively discus-
sions in which the eager German's impetuosity grew more
vigorous from opposition. He ridiculed the modern notion of
glacier transport, and halted here and there to plant his staff
triumphantly on a big erratic boulder, and energetically
demand, " Where is the glacier that could have transported
this block and left it sticking here ?" Mourning over the
spread of such heresies, and looking back with regret to theway they turned back, and walk-
